THE MEETING

My heart yearns

To meet the Beloved.

With eagerness,

It long's for Meher Baba.

Seeing that longing
Of one forlorn,
He com?es to me
With steady steps.

He stands still,
Effulgent and radiant
With the splendour
Of holy perfection.

0, for words to sing
Of His transcendent Beauty
Which chases away
All traces of impurity!

ijc                     ^                     *

My eyes behold
That Divine Revelation
Of Peace and Holiness,
Love and Insight.

Like a piece of camphor
Sending up a golden flame,

My heart pours its devotion
At His Sacred Feet.

And I am oblivious *
Of the entire world,
When he looks at me,
Through windows of
Eternity.

*        *        *

In that moment,
I feel very small
Through the perception
Of my dark failings.

But His gracious eyes
Which do not chide
Give to me the assurance
Of a Love Divine.

And so my heart
Takes courage to pray:

"Good or bad,
Take me up into You/'

And like the moon's rays
Flowing from the blue sky,.
In peace-imparting ripples,
His Love Divine engulfs me.